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HEALTH WARNING: Sitting on a toilet for prolonged periods, whether reading Pop Cult or not, can cause conditions such as 
thrombosis or haemorrhoids. If you choose to read Pop Cult whilst sitting on the lavatory then it is highly advised you do so for 
no longer than ten minutes at a time.    
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Editorial
HELLO and WELCOME again to Pop Cult, Essential Reading 
Material for the Bathroom. 

Pop Cult © 2008 is printed by Indigo Press in Southampton. The views and opinions expressed by our contributors are not 
necessarily those of the publishers.    

Credits Issue 07: Editor: Keegan Wilson. Sub-editor: Richard Mason. Proofing: Claire Adam. Art Direction: Paul Solomon 
- johnny_toaster@hotmail.com. Illustrators: Alice Strutt - alicestrutt@yahoo.co.uk, Will Brown - rocknroll_suicide87@hotmail.
com, Billy Mathers - willmather@gmail.com, Johnny Toaster - johnny_toaster@hotmail.com, Barny Lanman - b.lanman@gmail.
com, Oliver Dashwood - oliverdashwood@hotmail.com, Clarke Nova - cnova@hotmail.co.uk

To enable you to achieve the best results, 
it is suggested you take Pop Cult to the 
bathroom, lock the door and begin reading. 
The sanctuary found by locking yourself in 
the bathroom away from the goings on of 
the outside world means the only people 
who can disturb you are the Pop Cult writers 
and artists. So without further ado, let us 
begin disturbing you with our brand of toilet 
humour. And remember, as Alan Bennett once 
said: “If you have to go to the toilet for your 
humour then the writing is on the wall.”

For bonus material, news and stuff too 
damned weird to make it into the magazine, 
sign up for Plop Cut, the Pop Cult newsletter. 
Email us at popcultmag@gmail.com to join. 
Thank you. Remember, once you’ve read this
issue please pass it on to someone else so 
they can enjoy it too.

With best wishes,

Keegan Wilson
Editor
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you get a free lift home by 
The Filth.

PISCES
There’s an aching 
feeling that won’t 
go away, like an 

itch you can’t scratch for 
fear of opening a festering 
maggot-heaving, puss-filled 
cesspool of a dripping, 
gaping wound. You’ve 
been trying to put it off 
for ages, but the acrid, 
putrid stink would bring 
tears to the eyes of the 
blackened soul of a flesh-
chewing necrophiliac. You 
can’t delay it any longer 
or you might as well suck 
the phlegm from a pleurisy 
riddled lung, cos that’s the 
taste that’ll be left in your 
ulcered mouth if you don’t 
seek closure. Your thoughts 
are like pure spring water 
and your words conjure 
visions of soft meadows, 
goodness and salvation. 
Don’t let anyone spoil that.  

ARIES
With your ruler 
Mars swimming 
backwards 

through a sparkling array of 
jostling planetary activity, 
it’s hard to envision how 
your dynamism and dramatic 
potential can be set upon a 
radiant pedestal of beaming 
glory when everyone, and I 
mean everyone, is getting 
right on your tits. It’s 
like the whole world has 

primrose path to fulfilled 
happiness.  
 
Not happy with that though, 
are you? Not good enough. 
Probably all go wrong. 
Must be a catch. What do 
you want from it, a f***ing 
reference? Of all the people 
under the stars, it had to 
pick a bloody ungrateful 
pessimist. If you hadn’t 
eaten for three months 
due to being in an African 
famine disaster, and were 
offered a life-saving bowl of 
rice by a Red Cross worker, 
you’d whinge if it wasn’t 
Uncle Ben’s.  

AQUARIUS
The struggle to 
keep anxiety and 

self-loathing at bay cannot 
be contained, as Mars sticks 
its size 14’s right up your 
Chakras. Spitting out what 
you hate and despise about 
yourself is tantamount to 
a successful emotional 
detox, and can only be done 
effectively by screaming at 
yourself in front of a mirror. 
This may seem daunting, but 
I’ve uncovered a blessing 
of the modern age whilst 
out shoplifting, which may 
pepper the remedy with fun. 
Two-way security mirrors. 
Stand in front of them, 
preferably nose to glass, 
and unleash your demons 
at drum splintering volume. 
Shoppers flee, shackles free, 
security wee and invariably 

Once our resident 
mystic was sedated, 
we asked him to speak 
clearly into the tape 
recorder and tell us 
what the future will 
bring for Pop Cult 
readers.    

TAURUS
Some would say 
the stars were a 
little heavy on 

you over the last couple of 
years, focusing solely on 
your weight and entwined 
self-esteem. Follow my 
diet on the Women’s Health 
page, straight after the 
Horror Scope. It has been 
influenced by the planets to 
help you reach the new you.

GEMINI   
Your noumenon 
hiatus defeasibly 

anthropomorphical nibbles 
sacrosanctly stealthily and 
saccade sequestrating the 
ennui through ignominious 
vitriolistic and pilloried 
yelping for a septennium. 
Need I say more?

CAPRICORN
Jupiter is the 
planet of luck 
and good fortune. 

It’s a kind and benevolent 
planet, which helps us to 
grow and flourish. It bursts 
with optimism, persuasion 
and progress while leading 
a merry waltz along the 

Jon’s Horror Scope
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into a commercial toaster, 
you will feel everything. 
It’s about pleasure and 
pain. It’s about joy, 
and profoundly acute, 
advanced facial eczema. 
One day you’ll be floating 
in a puppy-lined cocoon of 
lavender-scented euphoria, 
the next you’ll feel like 
your bottom lip has been 
stapled to your labia.

LEO
This spring, it 
could not be 
clearer that 

Jupiter is teaching you how 
reputation equals image. 
Like you didn’t know that. 
You need to step up a gear.
Who was it that said “Live 
every day as if it were 
your last”? A dead man - 
that’s who. Someone who 
if there was an Olympic 
medal for being right 
in the shit, would have 
been stretchered onto the 
podium having red wine 
furiously pumped into his 
rectum by a bare-chested 
priest who was breaking 
bread over the head of a 
frozen red squirrel cramped 
into a Black & Decker 
Workmate while Edith 
Piaf’s ‘Non je ne regrette 
rien’ was whistled into a 
megaphone by a pilled up 
Abu Hamsa. One word: 
passion
    

VIRGO
Mercury’s speedy 
entry in April 
balances Saturn’s 

unsettling retrograde 
slipstream with the 
tantalising taste of success 

become one great wind-up 
merchant. The other day 
some student tried to tell 
me cars will run on corn, 
and that students contribute 
enormously to this city’s 
revenue. I had to stand 
on his face for a whole 
hour before he agreed 
he had been very much 
mistaken. It’s about time 
you stood on a few faces 
– metaphorically. If you lack 
the confidence, sit on a few 
first.

LIBRA
The people that 
amble in your 
pastures and 
graze in your 

fenced off world see you 
as giving, charming, gentle 
and caring. You trail a scent 
of confidence, marbled in 
a tender pillar of calm. 
When you breathe out, they 
breathe in, craning as they 
do, ever forward toward 
years of manipulative 
scrotal famine coupled with 
complete and utter prick 
tease. You’ve done for love 
what West Africa has done 
for honest accountancy.

CANCER  
As the snow frost 
and grey carpet 

of winter is rolled back, 
you will see little buds of 
virgin life teasing upwards 
toward the misty sunshine. 
First Jupiter, then Venus 
and now Pluto influence 
the beginning of your year, 
with a jumpstart of celestial 
proportions. Those who have 
sensitivity feel all, and like 
a shaven vole hammered 

on a hitherto unfamiliar bed 
of humour. People aren’t 
used to you telling jokes. 
To you, a spade’s a spade, 
so why not tell a joke 
about one? While you’re 
at it, throw in a few about 
the disabled, immigrants, 
religion, gays, feminists and 
big, fat lesbian feminists 
with man hands. It’s very 
clever to be observational, 
so if you’re talking to 
someone with a lisp, stutter, 
wonky eye or bad acne, 
make fun of them in front 
of everyone. Among other 
things you’ll be guaranteed 
a laugh if you start your 
sentence with “I’m not 
being funny but …………”.

SCORPIO
You think you 
know people 
better than they 

know themselves. They 
think they know themselves 
better than you think you 
do, but they think you 
know yourself less than you 
think they know you think 
they know about what you 
think about them. If they 
knew half as much as you 
think they think, they’d 
know about what you think 
about how much you think 
they think they know about 
what you know you think 
about what they think they 
know about what you think 
you know about what they 
think they know about 
themselves, they almost 
certainly think they know 
as little or as much as they 
think you know about what 
they think you think they 
think you do. Apparently. 
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Look fabulous in time for the beach, 
that special date, your wedding, or 
perhaps you just want to get down to 
your correct shagging weight.

How many times have we been walking 
down the street and heard “Look at 
the f***ing size of that?” Come on, be 
honest. We’ve all been there. But no 
more.

LET THESE TESTIMONIALS SPEAK FOR 
THEMSELVES

“Before, sitting on the toilet was like 
balancing a space hopper on a golf 
tee.”
 
“I dropped a dress size in 12 minutes”

“I lost a quarter of a ton in five days”

DAY 1

What do you get if you rearrange the 
word ‘breakfast’?

BREAKFATS: Cup of hot water. Don’t 
drink it, just place a towel over your 
head and inhale.

SNACK: A berry (of your choice).

LUNCH: Tweezer some butter onto 
a single baked baby new potato and 
drizzle it liberally with the juice from 
a 16th of a stick of celery. Add as much 
pepper as your heart desires, as a 
new study shows pepper isn’t at all 
fattening.

SNACK: A peanut or haricot bean.

DINNER: Boil a quail carcass for two 
hours in 15 pints of water. Split the 
soup into 30 portions. You’ll find the 
flavour extremely subtle.

TREAT: You’re allowed one treat a day, 
so make the most of it. Take a small 
bar of chocolate and a potato peeler. 
Peel a shaving off of the edge of the 
bar and place the shaving carefully on a 
chopping board. Cut the shaving in half. 
Repeat and cut those two halves in half 
again. Keep cutting the shavings in half 
until you have 15 shavings around the 
size of a baby shrew’s fingernail. Pick 
one. Enjoy.

DAY 2

BREAKFATS: Harvest some belly button 
fluff and arrange on a sprout leaf. 
Wash down with the juice from a whole 
grape.

The diet they tried  
to ban
 

by Jon Asanga
 
Illustration by Barny Lanman
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SNACK: A sesame seed or a quarter of a 
raisin.

LUNCH: Have a slice of kumquat with 
a little Robin spittle. For extra flavour 
add a teaspoon of Jamaican ‘hot pepper 
sauce’.

SNACK: Six pints of iced water and 
a box of tissues. You might need to 
change your pants if you really get a 
sweat on.

DINNER: Two grilled budgie shins on a 
Mini Cheddar.
 
TREAT: Lick the cork from a bottle of 
wine. If you’re a big wine lover, run 
your tongue around the inside of the 
neck of the bottle too.

Alternate day one and two for four 
days, then introduce the special secret  
 

key to my phenomenal weight loss 
plan: Dysentery. You might think you 
can only get it abroad in those foreign 
countries, but not so; it can be brought 
back illegally in a bottle. Take two 
swigs a day. One in the morning and 
one at night. Don’t forget the plastic 
sheets. There is a slight chance of 
permanently losing your sight, as well 
as the premature onset of Osteoporosis, 
teeth and hair loss, but as my old mum 
used to say, “Better to be disabled and 
ugly than a big fat pig.” 

Around day 15, you may start to get a 
little tetchy or short with people. You’ll 
have slight lapses of concentration and 
six or seven times a day will fall asleep 
standing up.

I know what you’re thinking: Why 
haven’t I heard about this before? Why 
is he giving it away free? Purely and 
simply, because Posh Spice doesn’t 
want everyone to know her secret. 

diet illustration
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The doctor tells me a car crash at 60 
miles per hour threw Karen forward 
at 120 times her body weight. She 
remembered to buckle her seatbelt so 
that means 1/10th of a second later she 
came to a stop. But her internal organs 
did not. They collided with her bones 
and broke open. Most people die right 
off the bat, the doctor says, but not 
Karen. Karen died minutes later. 

I ask how many minutes later.

“Beats me,” he says. “No clue.” 

He says probably she looked okay 
– probably she even stepped away from 
the wreck and said, “Thank God,” – but 
underneath her skin things bled. 
The endorphins soon faded, the pain set 
in, a dull soreness that made her lift 
up the black blouse I bought her from 
JC Penney to discover a purplish stain 
spreading across her distended belly, 
the scar from her cesarean no doubt 
looking so white against it. 

The doctor says there was nothing he 
could do.

“D.O.A.,” he says.

“I’m very sorry,” he says, “but these 
things happen.”  
 
 
 

This is why I take out my gun 
sometimes, and look at it. It is a .357, 
a revolver, something Dad got me when 
I turned sixteen. Back then I wanted 
to be a spy – not a farmer – someone 
who traveled to exotic places and wore 
tuxedos and drank his martinis shaken. 
And so the .357 seemed like a step 
in the right direction, somehow. On 
my birthday Dad and I went through 
a whole box of bullets – blasting pop 
cans, tree knots, the pigeons roosting in 
the hayloft – so that our hands and ears 
hurt the next morning.

But that was a long time ago.

Now I take the gun out and look at it 
and it reminds me how different things 
were before the crash.

Before the crash we lived in a 
doublewide trailer twenty steps from 
the white two-story farmhouse where I 
grew up. It wasn’t the life I wanted. I 
wanted to go to college – maybe major 
in international politics or something 
– but stayed on the farm because Dad 
and Ma asked me to in a collective 
voice that was more command than 
question.

This happened at dinner, and I held my 
knife but didn’t cut with it.

 
 

Crash
 
by Benjamin Percy

Illustration by Will Brown
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“Don’t get stirred up,” Ma said. “We 
need you. Plain and simple.”

“I’m going to go,” I said. “It’s my 
money.”

Dad scooped some mash potatoes and 
tasted them and studied his plate. 
“Well then,” he said. “I guess you got 
to do what you got to do.”

“I’m going,” I said and meant it. I 
enrolled at UW-LaCrosse for the fall but 
that summer met a girl named Karen 
through 4-H. She had long blond hair 
that was always getting in her way. I 
liked how she blew it from her face and 
swept it over her shoulder and chewed 
on it when watching television.  In the 
bed of my pickup she got pregnant and 
a month later we were married at the 
United Methodist. Afterwards there was 
a reception where people shook our 
hands and ate cantaloupe wrapped in 
bacon.

We honeymooned two nights at the Eau 
Claire Holiday Inn where she told me 
“Take it easy,” because I couldn’t keep 
my hands off her. She bit her lower lip a 
lot and I asked what was her deal? She 
touched her stomach. It was starting to 
poke out.

“Oh,” I said.

“It’s starting to get real,” she said.

It was an it – not a baby – like “It 
moved” or “It’s making me nauseous.” 
We spent no time guessing its gender 
or cruising the aisles of Wal-Mart 
for breast pumps or blue or pink 
jumpers. Maybe it would go away if we 
pretended it didn’t exist?

In the hotel Jacuzzi we played a 
game where we wished for everything 
under the sun. We wished for yachts, 
mansions, summers in Tahiti, millions 
and billions of dollars. What we didn’t 
wish for was a life gone to pot, stuck 
on the family farm and pregnant at the 
ripe old age of eighteen.  

Then the honeymoon ended, and when 
we got back home, the brand-new 
doublewide was waiting for us. 

“Now that was a job,” Dad said and 
rubbed his hands as if he hadn’t yet 
cleaned the work off them. “Poured the 
foundation myself. Townsend’s son ran 
the plumbing and electricity over. Quite 
a job. Nothing fancy. But she’ll do the 
trick.”

Karen liked it. I didn’t but pretended to 
for her sake. Later on I told Dad, “Even 
though I’m sticking around, I don’t have 
to like it.” 

“Might try to,” he said.

I stayed angry for a time but then 
Hannah was born and I caught myself 
hugging Dad in the hospital waiting 
room, partly because I was happy, 
mostly because I was afraid. Everything 
smelled like ammonia when we 
thumped each other on the back and he 
said, “I’m glad this happened.”

I said, “I’m glad, too.” Which sounded 
right at the time.
 
The first time Karen got on a plane 
– she was fifteen and visiting a cousin 
in Salt Lake – the electricity went 
out at 30,000 feet. All of sudden, no 
lights, no engines, no recycled air 
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funneling through the vents. For about 
ten seconds nobody said a word. She 
said she had never been more aware 
how loud quiet could get. Then the 
screaming started. She thought she was 
a goner. Bar none, the scariest thing in 
world history, she said. Then everything 
kicked back into gear and the pilot got 
on the intercom and said a prayer of 
Thanksgiving. 

It was just one of those things. 

The man sitting next to Karen was 
laughing and crying at the same time. 
She borrowed him a tissue, and he said, 
“Are we in Heaven?” pointing out the 
window where the clouds were white 
and puffy. “I bet that’s what it looks 
like.”

So whenever we went on vacation, 
it would be to a place within driving 
distance: Door County, the Boundary 
Waters, Wisconsin Dells. She said to hell 
with the statistics – how much more 
likely you were to die in a car – it was 
a matter of control. In a plane, who 
knows if the pilot’s been drinking, if 
the mechanic tightened the five-cent 
lug nut holding the wing in place, if 
someone stuck a bomb in their shoe? 

“If it’s not one thing, it’s another,” she 
said. “And I’d rather not tempt fate.”

She preferred to be the one in the 
driver’s seat. Here – she said – nothing 
was out of her control.

The other day Ma wrote out some 
Christmas cards. On their front was 
baby Jesus in the manger. Baby Jesus 
glowed like he had fire under his skin. 
Everybody – Joseph and Mary and the 

wise men and donkeys – hung around his 
cradle and looked worried and amazed 
and frightened at the same time. 

This is how I feel about Hannah.

Right then Hannah – who looks too 
much like her mother – plopped down 
on the rug with crayons and a yellow 
legal pad and Ma asked what are you 
doing, sweetie? 

She said writing a Christmas card. 
Which I got a kick out of, seeing how 
she can barely spell her name. 

I asked who was she writing to, and she 
said, “My mommy.”

My mouth opened. I didn’t know what 
to say so I didn’t say anything. Ma put 
down her pen and gave me a look. I 
knew that look. For the past two years I 
got it everywhere I went. Your eyebrows 
come together, your cheeks go slack, 
your lower lip does this tremble thing 
– it was the Hallmark look.

I’m so sorry, she seemed to be saying. 
I’m here for you.

Which quite frankly pissed me off in a 
lot of ways. So I said in a mean voice, 
“That’s just great,” looking at Ma, 
talking to Hannah. “And how exactly do 
you plan on mailing it to her?”

Ma’s expression changed to one of 
disapproval. She clucked her tongue at 
me and said, “What your daddy means 
is, do you know which cloud in Heaven 
your mother lives on? Because we can 
look it up in the phone book if need 
be.”
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What a surprise they were in for.
  
In the morning – after I’ve milked, after 
I’ve scraped clean and hosed down the 
barn – I drive Hannah through the X and 
drop her off at kindergarten. There 
is no snow but everything looks shiny, 
laminated by frost, so I take it easy on 
the roads and imagine our truck turned 
over in the ditch and flaming while 
nobody comes to our rescue.

This morning Hannah wears a pink 
animal sweatshirt. The animal is a 
teddy bear that lost its balloon. The 
teddy bear jumps, paw outstretched, 
the balloon’s string forever out of 
reach. 

I ask is she still my little girl? She 
doesn’t answer, too busy organizing her 
backpack. I say, “You look real pretty 
today, Hannah. I like how Grandma did 
your hair. Is that called a French braid?”

She turns her face from me. 

I say, “Hannah?”

“Quiet,” she says.

“Quiet?” I say, not angry but amused. 
“What do I got to be quiet for?”

“I’m talking to Mommy.”

For a second I feel afraid but only for a 
second. I check the rearview – nothing, 
nobody – the backseat and highway are 
empty. And then I feel stupid for feeling 
afraid. And then I feel angry for feeling 
stupid. I could spank her, slap her for 
doing this to me. For looking like a 
miniature version of her mother. For 
reminding me – everyday – exactly why 

Hannah stopped scribbling and stared at 
me under all that hair. “I’ll just send it 
with you when you go,” she said.

The crash happened one mile from the 
farm, at the intersection of Highway H 
and Bear Brook Lane, where an asphalt 
X marks the spot. 

“Quiet?” I say, not 
angry but amused. 
“What do I got to 
be quiet for?” 
Sometimes when I can’t sleep I drive 
to the X and park in its middle and 
cry in a moaning way. The sound of it 
embarrasses me so I turn up the oldies 
station as loud as it goes. The Beach 
Boys tell me “Don’t worry, baby,” and 
I wonder what it feels like to bleed to 
death without spilling a single drop of 
blood?

Even at night – if the moon is out – I can 
see forever, not a stick for miles, just 
pasture, the silhouettes of Holsteins, 
silos, barbed-wire fences, and beyond 
all this, the Townsend farm and then 
the interstate where headlights turn 
into taillights, where engines scream as 
semis downshift their way toward Eau 
Claire.

The black pickup – a Dodge – it must 
have seen her – her zipping home from 
the mini-mart with bread and orange 
juice – it must have seen her and 
thought it could beat her through the 
intersection? And she must have seen 
the black truck and figured it would 
stop like the stop sign told it to?
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it is I hurt. 

“Damn it,” I say. There is nothing else 
to say. 

“Don’t swear,” she says and I sort of 
laugh and sort of sob and reach out to 
touch her cheek with the back of my 
hand.

All this under a sky as cold and 
unforgiving as God’s good grace.

On the phone – as usual – Ma talks about 
Hannah. “Can you believe it, Dolores?” 
she says. “Have you ever heard of such 
a thing?” She goes quiet a second, 
listening. “Everyday she talks about her. 
Mommy this, Mommy that.” Her voice 
is serious but excited. “It’s funny. It’s 
weird, don’t you think? At her age you’d 
think she’d hardly remember?” She 
makes a mm-hmm noise. “Every single 
day, Dolores. I think the girl has some 
sixth sense about her, is what I think.” 

Hannah lies on the davenport, next 
to Dad, hopefully asleep but probably 
faking. I lower my voice to a whisper 
and say, “Would you stop talking so 
loud?”

Ma makes a face and bends over her 
belly, undoes her Keds, peels off her 
socks. 

“Did you hear me?” I say, “You’ll just 
encourage her.”

She points at her feet and wiggles her 
toes and says, “Yes, Dolores, I’m here. 
Keep going.” 

I pretend I don’t know what she 
wants. Again she points at her feet, 

which will smell like warm milk, and 
I sigh and take them in my hands and 
feel disgusted for the swollen way 
her ankles hang over her feet, veins 
marbling up their paleness.
Dad clears his throat to get my 
attention. He folds and unfolds the 
newspaper. It makes a crackling sound 
like some powerful electricity. He asks 
did I know Rusty Warner died?

I did not. He looks at me over his 
reading glasses. “Got crushed. Tried to 
loosen up two tons of frozen silage with 
a sledgehammer.” He tightens his lips 
and shakes his head. “Fool thing to do.”

I say, “Just like that?” I run my thumb 
up and down Ma’s arch and she pats 
my head and says, “Yes, just like that. 
That’s the ticket.”

I give my eyes a roll and Dad says, 
“Yeah. Just like that. And you know, 
you’d think he’d have known better.” 
He takes off his reading glasses and 
points them at me. “How they found 
him was he didn’t show up to work. He 
was always Johnny-on-the-spot when 
it came to work. Real good work ethic. 
Good guy. You know I seen him at the 
gas station just three days ago? Just 
think, one day you’re fine, the next…”

I wait for him to maybe flinch, 
apologize, say, “Oh. Sorry.”

But he doesn’t. In his mind Karen is 
ancient history. Every once in a while 
he’ll say something – “She was a real 
peach,” for instance – but in truth he 
likes how I’ve moved back into the big 
house – just like old times – how I go 
through the motions without complaint. 
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taste. On her sewing table was a piece 
of paper with her handwriting on it. It 
read: “Orange juice, bread,” and “Dry 
cleaning” and “Call Norma.” I wonder 
what they would have talked about. 
To this day the note hasn’t moved. 
Sometimes I see it and feel surprised, 
like: if she’s gone, why don’t her things 
disappear, too? 

And death can be very strange. The day 
after she died, I went with her parents 
to pick out a coffin. We were walking 
around the funeral home, going, “That 
looks like a good one,” when all of a 
sudden Karen’s father’s prosthetic hand 
fell off. He lost the real one years ago. 
Chopped off by the combine. Anyway, 
all of a sudden some spring or rubber 
band or whatever came loose and his 
prosthetic hand fell off. It made a thud 
sound against the hardwood and we all 
crowded around and stared at it, lying 
there, waiting for it to crawl away.

It looked so real I expected blood might 
start pouring from its stump. But no 
blood poured. Instead we all started 
bawling our eyes out.

That hand must have pushed a button in 
our heads or something.

I take out my gun and look at it.

Two pounds of pressure is all it takes. I 
put it in my mouth and then to my ear. 
There it makes noises like a seashell 
would. I hear a beach – some faraway 
coconut isle – where gulls screech and 
waves slap the white sand that would 
stick to my feet as I chased Karen off 
her towel and into the ocean, her 
turquoise bikini lost in the blue of the 
water.

Ma says, “And what other news do I got? 
My Joey took me up to Turtle Lake.” 
Her face crumples up when she smiles 
at me, like: good boy. “So we played 
the nickel slots, yeah, nothing big, 
just nickels. Real fun. Nice time.” She 
giggles a little. “And Dolores, you’re 
not going to believe what happened.” 
She puts a hand to her breast and at 
first I think she might be out of breath. 
But she’s just being dramatic. “I won 
twenty dollars on one pull. What was 
that? Yep. Yes. Oh, can you believe it? 
Just like that, twenty whole dollars.” 
She trades the phone to the other side 
of her head. “I loved to hear them 
clinking. Quite a noise.” She makes her 
fingers into falling nickels and goes, 
“Clink, clink, clink, clink,” in a shrill 
voice that ends in laughter. 

Dad says, “For Heaven’s sake, can you 
imagine what that must have been 
like?” He creases the newspaper. “It 
must have been like a freight train. Two 
tons. Pow! I bet that won’t be no open-
coffin funeral. I bet old Rusty is flat as a 
pancake. Probably never knew what hit 
him. What a idiot way to go.”

In her sleep Hannah whimpers and 
shakes her head, no, and I think about 
my gun and what will happen next.

Death can be very ordinary. Take for 
example the half-finished glass of milk 
Karen left on the counter before she 
drove off and got killed. For a whole 
week it stayed there. Part of me hoped 
she might come back and finish it. 
First it turned hard on the surface, 
then gray, then greenish – and before 
I poured it down the drain I ran my 
tongue along its rim, knowing her lips 
had been there, pleasuring in the sour 
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shuts down? If so, then maybe my 
good ear will finally hear the bullet 
that killed me? It will have broken the 
sound barrier, tearing into my head at 
800 ft/sec, its sonic boom moving in 
concert with my smiling lips as I wish 
my pathetic life goodbye.

Karen floats out of my brain and sits on 
my lap. I give her a hug and she says, 
“Listen to me. Okay? If that gun goes 
off, it will kill you, but it will destroy 
your family. Think of Hannah.”
I think of Hannah sleeping down the 
hall. In the darkened room her small 
chest rises and falls. Her eyes, wide 
open and watching the shadows dance 
across the ceiling. I feel a mixture of 
affection and creeps. 

“Fine,” I say and put the gun back in its 
box and kick it under the bed. 

Another wish that will never come true.

“Think about it this way,” she says. 
“You really want to trade places with 
me?” All of a sudden her skin turns 
gray and then purple and then blacker 
than a crow before falling off to reveal 
a skeleton who laughs like that witch 
from the Wizard of Oz and asks do I 
think life is supposed to be an easy 
thing?

On Christmas Eve Ma asks me to pick up 
some things at the Pick ‘N’ Save where I 
nearly crash my cart into another. 

“Sorry about that,” the guy with the 
goatee says. And then, “Hey, I know 
you? Joey! Long time no see.”
This is Rick – who was three years 
ahead of me – who quarterbacked and 
dated all the pretty girls and once got 

How beautiful life could be. 

Yet here I am in a room crowded with 
4-H trophies – golden cows and pigs 
– and FFA ribbons and toy tractors, little 
John Deeres, all green and gold and 
collecting dust, yesterday’s treasures. 
Here is my high school diploma. Here is 
a pile of National Geographics stacked 
in the corner, high and ready to topple. 
Here is a photo of Karen. Here are 
my coveralls, washed and folded and 
smelling faintly of barn. Here is my life.

We talk about Karen 
and how sorry he is. 
He says, “When it 
rains, it pours.”
I say, “You can say 
that again.”
Two pounds. When the trigger gives, 
the hammer will fall and strike one 
of six .357 caliber bee stings waiting 
on deck. Right then a tiny spark will 
combust some 230 grains of gunpowder, 
pressurizing the chamber to 12,000 lbs/
sq inch, sending a conical piece of lead 
down a four-inch tunnel and into my 
ear, obliterating any wax deposits, the 
drum, some bone, on its way toward 
the brain – mushrooming – its path 
growing considerably wider and messier 
and before long a lot of red will pour 
out of me.  

All this in one terrible second.
I won’t have felt a thing. I will be deaf 
in one ear. I will have a bullet seeded in 
my brain. But maybe I will have another 
heartbeat or two before everything 



�0



��

suspended for flipping Miss Beasley the 
bird during gym class.

I put on a smile for him, same as you 
might for a photographer – not because 
you’re happy, but because you’re 
supposed to look that way. Fact is, 
seeing him made me feel ashamed.

I ask what was he up to these days? He 
says, “I’m in the Twin Cities. I’m with 
Nike. Assistant manager to the chief 
executive of marketing and research.” 
Which sounds important? Which must 
be important because he wears nice 
clothes. The kind you imagine men 
would wear in high-rise offices when 
leaning back in a leather chair, their 
hands behind their heads, talking about 
dinner reservations or golf handicaps 
or whatever. His tie is made of a shiny 
silver material that sucks up light and 
turns it into every color of the rainbow. 

He says, “What about you?”

I say, “Still farming.” My smile cramps 
up.

“That’s something else,” he says in a 
full-of-crap voice. “I admire you for it.” 

“Well,” I say, fooling with my belt. “It’s 
not exactly rocket science.” 

Even his groceries embarrass me. He 
buys soymilk and these weird brown 
fruits with hair on them. He buys 
Frosted Flakes – I buy Frost Bombs 
– generic crap with a dumb lion on the 
box. 

We talk about Karen and how sorry he 
is. He says, “When it rains, it pours.”
I say, “You can say that again.”

On television Jimmy Stewart considers 
jumping into a cold dark river. And 
though I’ve seen It’s a Wonderful Life a 
thousand times, I can’t help but wonder 
does he have the balls? Will he do it this 
Christmas? 

The sentimental music rises and Ma says 
from the kitchen, “Racket. I’ve had 
enough of it. Shut that thing off.” She 
bangs around a few pots and everything 
smells like nutmeg.

I know what comes next. I know that 
dumb angel – Clarence? Charlie? – will 
plop down from the sky and make 
everything better. But not this year. I 
kill the TV and the last thing I see is 
Jimmy watching the river, waiting for it 
to swallow him up.

Ma says, “It’s almost time for supper, 
Hannah, so maybe you should go get 
Grandpa from the barn. Tell him to 
wash up.” She spoons some lard into 
a pan and knobs the burner to high 
and notices Hannah still staring at the 
darkened TV screen. “Hannah? Should 
you go get Grandpa?”

Hannah shrugs, says, “If you want.”

“If you want,” Ma echoes and throws up 
her arms. “Pshaw!”

Right then the phone rings and Ma 
wipes her hands before picking it up. 
“Yeah?

Yeah, Dolores.” Her voice gets all 
cheery and high. “Merry Christmas to 
you, too.”

For a minute Hannah and I watch the 
dead TV. Then she says, “Something 



��

And I see Hannah wearing a little black 
dress, sitting in the front pew, her lips 
moving – in prayer or lullaby – as she 
colors in her coloring book, looking up 
now and then when the pastor’s voice 
cracks, her face innocent like you 
wouldn’t believe. I see months pass. I 
see spring arrive. I see Dad out in the 
fields – without me – plowing, disking, 
picking the rocks brought up by winter. 
I see him seeding and spraying and 
fertilizing and before long tiny green 
shoots of soybean and corn would shoot 
up.

“What next?” Ma says.

I say, “Good question.”

---

Language of the Elk is the first collection 
of Benjamin’s work, which you can buy 
through Amazon. In 2007, Benjamin won 
Paris Review’s Plimpton Prize for his short 
story Refresh Refresh, and this July his 
second collection of stories, also called 
Refresh Refresh, which includes the 
award-winning story, as well as Crash 
and many other great stories, is released 
in the UK. So give yourself a double treat 
and BUY THAT TOO!  

Benjamin is the modern American master 
of the short story, and we thank him for 
hooking up with us and being our friend. 
We hope you enjoyed this story, and be 
sure to check the next issue of Pop Cult 
where there will be another amazing 
story from the pen of Mr Percy.

stinks.” There is a woomph sound 
followed by a scream, the scream just 
enough after the woomph to seem its 
echo.

I see fire rising from the pan. I see Ma 
dropping the phone. It shatters against 
the floor and a silver-crowned battery 
rolls into the living room and under 
the Christmas tree. “Oh no,” she says. 
“Help,” she says. “You’ve got to help.” 
But I don’t. I don’t even breathe. I 
watch when she picks the pan off the 
stove and puts it down on the linoleum 
to drop a towel over. The towel smokes 
a second before catching fire and Ma 
says, “Help me,” kicking the whole 
flaming mess out the door and into the 
garage. On the floor is a smoking black 
circle with a brown comet’s tail. 

Hannah follows the tail to the door 
and disappears through it. I can hear 
Ma crying. Between gulping sobs she 
says, “Should have used soda or salt. Or 
covered it with a pan.”

She comes back inside with Hannah 
in her arms, Hannah carefully wiping 
the tears off Ma’s cheeks with one tiny 
white hand. 

“Oh no,” Ma says, noticing the floor. 
“Oh for Heaven’s sake, what next?”

Right then the smoke alarm goes off 
and I have this vision. I see myself in 
a flaming house. I see myself at the 
bottom of a river. I see myself shot 
in the head. I see myself in a totaled 
car, my liver punctured and leaking a 
darkish green bile. I see my body in a 
coffin in the United Methodist. I see 
Dad taking Ma’s hand and pressing it 
to my chest, making her say goodbye. 
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Illustration by Alice Strutt

The wife thinks very highly of her 
father. She is forever mentioning his 
overall kindness, intelligence and 
consistent passion for life and people, 
and highlighting the key examples of 
this. It is no lie to say she holds him 
up high on a pedestal, and though I am 
pleased for her, her talk only serves 
to remind me of how hopeless I am in 
comparison. 

I’m not saying she deliberately and 
openly compares the two of us. No. The 
fault is entirely with me and my own 
mixed up crazy way of thinking. What 
generally happens is we will be talking 
about something or other and he will 
come up in conversation and then I will 
feel her gaze fall on me and it is at that 
point I privately wonder how I measure 
up against him in her eyes. 

Objectively, when you really think 
about it, we are, by all accounts, 
happily married and have two beautiful 
children, but I can’t help thinking 
that when she speaks about her father 
and then looks at me, she is somehow 
disappointed with the man she sees and 
that I somehow fall short of her ideal. 

The situation intensified when he died 
eight days ago. Since then I have felt 

under even greater scrutiny. On a daily 
basis cards have been arriving in the 
post, saying they are sorry for her sad 
loss, and then there have been the 
people turning up at our home and at 
his funeral, eulogising him and saying 
what a wonderful man he was and how 
blessed they were to have known such 
a sweet, giving soul in their lifetime. 
He was a man clearly loved by all. 
Since his sudden passing the wife has 
understandably not held it together 
very well. All she does is cry, before 
looking at me with those large brown 
eyes of hers and crying even harder. 

What has complicated the matter 
further is that whenever the wife is 
upset, I become horny. I don’t know 
why, I just do. She cries and I become 
horny. When I made my initial advances 
after her dad died she pushed me away 
and told me to stop, saying that she 
was too distressed to concentrate on 
that sort of thing right now, but then 
in the next few days when I returned 
looking for more she eventually grew 
tired of pushing me away and looked at 
me funny and asked what the hell was 
wrong with me. Despite explaining that 
I was only trying to help and it was my 
way of comforting her in this time of 
need, she was clearly not impressed, 

Unscripted No6: To be 
a better man
Once again, the comedian, writer and actor ‘V’ talks about the things that keep 
him awake at night.



��

Five-O Store® is official stockist for these and other fine brands _

Presenting a blend of the finest high-end labels
and exclusive streetwear brands, from the UK
and over-seas.

We have moved _ come and visit us in the brand
new Bedford Place store.

fiveo-popcult-dps-aw 7/11/07 8:31 pm Page 1



��

Five-O Store® is official stockist for these and other fine brands _

Presenting a blend of the finest high-end labels
and exclusive streetwear brands, from the UK
and over-seas.

We have moved _ come and visit us in the brand
new Bedford Place store.

fiveo-popcult-dps-aw 7/11/07 8:31 pm Page 1



��

         

alice ill



��

and while I didn’t show it to her at the 
time, I took the lack of sex as added 
rejection and further proof that she 
was going off me.  

It was my reckoning that his death had 
sparked in her the need to assess her 
own life and judgement. Although I 
couldn’t be certain, I was almost sure 
she was beginning to conclude that 
life was short and, in all probability, 
that it was too short to waste with 
a person like me. Compared to her 
father I was dismal, and she must have 
been thinking this herself by now and 
realising that she could do so much 
better than me. So I decided to change. 

I decided that with immediate effect I 
would try to be more like the man her 
father was. From now on I would be 
selfless, kind, thoughtful, approachable 
and all those other traits people 
seemed to love so much about him. 
So the next morning I volunteered to 
clear his things. The wife’s mother 
wanted his stuff out of the way, but she 
couldn’t bring herself to do it, because 
she was too upset, and just having 
his stuff around was reminding her 
of him and upsetting her even more. 
So I thought volunteering to do this 
would provide the ideal opportunity to 
showcase the new me. 

The following day, the wife, children 
and I drove to her mother’s. As we 
stepped out of the car and walked 
towards the door, she took my hand and 
squeezed it before saying, “Thank you 
for doing this,” and then she smiled 
at me in a way I’d not seen for a long 
time. 

 

We went inside and I made my 
way up to the bedroom where the 
wife’s father’s stuff was. I’d brought 
cardboard boxes with me to store his 
things in, and I was beginning to feel 
pretty good with myself for taking 
charge of the situation. The wife’s 
mother came into the room for one last 
look. “That’s his wardrobe over there,” 
she said, pointing to the large white 
double-door wardrobe that dominated 
the far side of the room. “It has all his 
clothes and private things in. Clear the 
lot.”

“Are you sure?” I said. “Is there nothing 
you want to keep?”

“No. I have everything; the letters he 
sent me, photographs and other items 
that I want to keep. The rest can got to 
the charity shop.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Thank you ever so much for this,” 
she said, trying hard to keep her tears 
under control. “It’s really good of you.”

It was my 
reckoning that his 
death had sparked 
in her the need to 
assess her own life 
and judgement.
Just then the wife appeared with a cup 
of tea. I took it from her and, feeling 
pleased with the new me, ushered 
them both out of the room so I could 
begin my task. Throughout the next 
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hour I made good progress. I piled 
his clothes into boxes, sifted through 
papers and documents, all the time 
being careful to remove anything that 
seemed important, or that might have 
sentimental value. However, my activity 
was brought to a sudden halt by the 
discovery of a fake panel at the bottom 
of the wardrobe. 

I moved the panel and cautiously put 
my hand inside. I felt around until 
my fingers came into contact with 
something. It was a bin bag, and I 
pulled it out. It was heavy and weighted 
down with something or other. I pulled 
it into the middle of the room so I 
could open it properly and study its 
contents. When I peered inside I felt 
my stomach turn. I couldn’t believe 
what I saw. The bin bag contained 
hundreds of photographs of the wife’s 
father, and in almost every one he was 
naked, except for nipple clamps and 
other bits of bondage gear and the 
gimp mask he was sometimes wearing. 
There were women and other men I 
didn’t recognise, committing all kinds 
of sexual acts with each other. I had 
stumbled on a secret history.

There were also a couple of videos in 
the bag and a book containing names, 
addresses and telephone numbers. I 
gathered everything together and put 
it back into the bin bag while trying to 
think what to do next. Fortunately I’d 
managed to put everything back into 
the bag and into the wardrobe as the 
wife came in to check on me. Thinking 
quickly, I stood up, walked over and 
gave her a big hug as I lead her out of 
the room. 

“What’s up?” she asked.

“This is difficult,” I said, “it all reminds 
me so much of him, and he was a really 
great guy, wasn’t he?”

As she agreed, I had a bright idea. 
“Why don’t you take your mum and the 
kids for a walk? It’ll do you all good to 
get out of here. It’s a nice day and the 
kids’ll appreciate it. Take them to the 
park and get some fresh air. I think your 
mum could do with a change of scene 
too. I think she’d really appreciate it.”

“Okay” the wife said before going back 
downstairs. Fifteen minutes later I 
heard the front door close, and once I 
felt safe they’d gone I tied a knot in the 
top of the bin bag and took it out to the 
car, hiding it in the boot until I could 
figure a way to dispose of it.

I went back upstairs and continued 
packing the rest of his stuff. Even 
though I was distracted by my 
disturbing find, I was finished before 
they returned from the park. By the 
time they came in, I was downstairs 
making tea and sandwiches for 
everyone.

My plan was to rise early the next 
day, drive to the woods and burn the 
contents of the bin bag. This way 
the wife, her mother and none of his 
friends outside his fellow perverts 
would know anything about this. It was 
a great plan, and one that would have 
worked a treat if I hadn’t overslept.

Instead, I was woken by the beeping 
of the car horn and the wife screaming 
obscenities outside on the drive. For a 
few minutes I was too disorientated to 
take it in, but then as my head cleared 
of sleep my heart nearly stopped as it 
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became apparent the obscenities were 
being directed at me.  

I rushed outside to see the wife 
clutching the bin bag. “Shit!” I said, 
unable to think of anything else.

“How could you? How could you do this 
to me?” the wife cried out between 
sobs.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted, “You weren’t 
meant to see that.”

“You’re a f***ing animal. An animal,” 
and she threw the bin bag at me. It 
hit my chest and some of its contents 
fell out. I bent down to pick them up. 
“You’re f***ing disgusting,” she cried.

Oh… my… God… she thought it was me 
in those pictures. She didn’t recognise 
her father, and why would she; she 
didn’t think for one second it could 
have been him. That thought never 
occurred to her. She must have just 
taken a quick glimpse at the pictures 
and assumed it was me and that they 
were mine. 

“It’s over!” she screamed at me. 

What was I to do? Tell the truth? 

Tell her to look more closely at the 
pictures and ruin the perfect image she 
has of her father and shatter all her 
innocence? Why is it when you pick up 
a self-help book there is no section that 
deals with this kind of complicated life 
situation? What to do when your wife 
or girlfriend finds perverted pictures of 
her father but does not recognise him 
and thinks they are of you!

“You’re a f***ing 
animal. An animal,” 
and she threw the 
bin bag at me.
There was no way I could break the 
wife’s heart. “Okay,” I said, picking 
up the remnants of her father’s sordid 
past and putting it back in the bin bag. 
I walked past her to the car. Luckily 
the keys were still in the ignition, and, 
crying all the way, I drove the bin bag 
and myself over to Roger’s house to 
consider what I should do next.
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by Mr Verlaine and friends

Illustration by Oliver Dashwood 

Top philosophers Simon & Garfunkel 
claim: “I’d rather be a sparrow than a 
snail,” but would they really?  I mean, 
sparrows don’t have much of a life, and 
as a clincher, they have to eat snails all 
day. Whereas a snail may occasionally 
get eaten by a sparrow, generally they 
(snails) don’t have much to worry 
about, do they? 
 
S&G then go on to postulate: “I’d 
rather be a hammer than a nail” - 
and clearly they haven’t thought this 
through at all. Nails generally only get 
hit once or twice. Hammers get their 
faces bashed against hard surfaces all 
the live-long day. 
 
Do your homework, Simon! (and 
Garfunkel).

And I quote: “Like a bridge over 
troubled water, I will lay me down.” 
Have you ever heard such idiocy? A) 
That’s an invitation for arm ache and 
B) Wet tummy? No thanks! C) What 

Pop Cult listens to some of the music our parents and grandparents grew up 
hearing. 

No need to play these 
records backwards to 
hear their nonsense 
and evil

if a fat man wanted to walk over me 
and caused back strain or even a groin 
injury? As for their claim to be the only 
living boy in New York, helllooo? Get 
your facts straight, folk popstrels!

I mean, they’re “slandered, libelled” 
but what really gets Simon and 
Garfunkel upset is hearing “words I 
never heard in the Bible.” Get your 
priorities straight, lads. 
 
And, in any event, surely a list of 
‘words you never heard in the Bible’ 
is endless, right? Telephone, for one.  
Internet, for another. Same goes for 
Femidom, Macchiato, Motorcycle and 
Velcro. It could go on forever...

You won’t hear dinosaur in the bible.
 
And the word Garfunkel probably isn’t 
in the Bible either, so presumably 
Art spends most of his time being 
frightened of his own name. 
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Having said that, his partner Paul Simon 
probably makes up the slack, as both 
his names are in it...so I suppose it 
evens out.

And while I’m on, I’m prosecuting “50 
Ways to Leave Your Lover” under the 
Trades Descriptions Act of 1981, as Paul 
Simon only really lists three. Well, two 
really, as I’m counting “slip out the 
back” and “hop on a bus” as essentially 
the same piece of advice. 
 
Anyone have any suggestions for 
the other 48? Here, I’ll get the ball 
rolling... 
 
“When you’re having sex, call her by 
her sister’s name.”  That should do it.

Lionel Richie. There’s someone who 
has thought things through in his songs 
- like “Oh what a feeling/When we’re 
dancing on the ceiling.” 
 
You know - stuff we can all relate to. 
 
Not like the sinister Billy Ocean:“Get 
out of my dreams/ Get into my 
car.” Okay, okay! Whatever you say, 
Billy!  Just put the screwdriver down!

“When you’re 
having sex, call 
her by her sister’s 
name.”  That 
should do it.
I still can’t get my head around Elvis 
singing “Why don’t you wear my ring 
around your neck, to show the world 

I’m yours by heck.”
 
How times and the meaning of words 
have changed.  
 
Back then, ring was smut free and when 
the Big E recorded that song it would 
have been a pleasant enough ditty that 
talked of the naive love of a teenage 
girl who would show her commitment 
to her guy by wearing his ring around 
her neck on a necklace. With the right 
kind of perception, it is a charming 
song documenting the sweet innocence 
of love. 
 
In these modern times, Elvis’ song is 
simply too rude to be taken serious. 
‘Let me get this straight, you want me 
to wear your ring around my neck? Get 
out of here before I call the police!’ 

How times change. Why, the other day, 
I heard a schoolboy deride his friend for 
supporting Arsenal because “they are 
gay.” 

How the English language has fallen!  
We really should reclaim the word 
‘gay’.  Nowadays, youths use the 
term ‘gay’ as a generic term to imply 
something is substandard or derisory. 
 
In my schooldays, we used the 
word ‘gay’ in all innocence...to 
specifically suggest that a person was 
a homosexual who enjoyed having sex 
with members of the same sex! Ah, it 
was an unsullied childhood! I feel a 
letter to the Mail coming on.

On the subject of sinister songs, surely 
Ritchie and ‘Hello’ are as sinister as it 
gets. 
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Warning! If you are of a nervous 
disposition do not read these Lionel 
Ritchie lyrics below in the style of 
voice you’d associate with a late night 
pervert caller. 

I’ve been alone with you inside my 
mind 
And in my dreams I’ve kissed your lips, 
a thousand times 
I sometimes see you pass outside my 
door 
Hello, is it me you’re looking for? 
I can see it in your eyes 
I can see it in your smile 
You’re all I’ve ever wanted 
My arms are open wide 
Cos you know just what to say 
And you know just what to do 
And I want to tell you so much, I love 
you. 
 
Hello 
Is it me You’re looking for? 
Cos I wonder where you are 
And I wonder what you do 
Are you somewhere feeling lonely 
or is someone loving you? 
Tell me how to win your heart 
For I haven’t got a clue 
But let me start by saying 
I love you
 
Warned you. Pretty creepy, eh? It has 
that sickly serial killer stroking the 
hair of his latest fresh corpse feel 
about it. There is a disturbing amount 
of paranoia in those lyrics, one of the 
reasons it is such a great song – it is 
‘Blue Velvet’ in three minutes, isn’t it? 

Although, thinking about the it, surely 
covertly following a blind woman, as 
Ritchie did in the video for that song, 
is very much your ‘beginner’s level’ for 

stalkers, I would think...

Let’s stop talking about creepy stalkers, 
and discuss the much less creepy Dr 
Hook...

“When your body’s had enough of me 
And I’m layin flat out on the floor, 
when you think I’ve loved you all I can 
I’m gonna love you a little bit more.” 
 
Uh-huh. That doesn’t sound creepy 
at all. Best move on from Dr Hook to 
something else. 

I still can’t get my 
head around Elvis 
singing “Why don’t 
you wear my ring 
around your neck, 
to show the world 
I’m yours by heck.”
Crikey! And there was I thinking it was 
just ‘Rock and Roll’ and ‘Rap music’ 
that was supposed to be infused with 
‘Satan’s evil’, and not easy listening 
and middle of the road music. What 
about this from Gary Puckett: “Young 
girl get out of my mind, my love for 
you is way out of line, better run girl, 
you’re much too young girl.”

Well done, Gary - you resisted those 
despicable urges!  Good on you!  What’s 
that - and then you released your next 
single?  Great - left all that dubious 
stuff behind you, eh?  What was it 
called?...  “This Girl Is A Woman Now”? 
Oh, Gary. 
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(Mind you, this type of thing has been 
going on for some time. Just think of 
Maurice Chevalier’s signature song, 
which oddly, you don’t hear played so 
much nowadays...)

You don’t have to even play these 
records backwards to hear their sick 
messages. It’s blatant. And do they 
come with Parental Advisory stickers or 
age certification notices? 
 
Here’s another: “Aaaaannndddd they 
call it ‘Puppy Love’”.  
 
Well, they might have called it that 
back then, young man, but in these 
enlightened days in the year of our 
Lord, 2008, we call it ‘WRONG’. Now 
put down that spaniel and we shall say 
no more about it.  
 
Woof! Woof!

I leave the lyrics of the filthy 
Osmonds alone, as I much prefer 
those nice clean-cut types the Bay 
City Rollers. With unsmutty sanitary 
songs like ‘Shang-a-lang’ and ‘Keep on 
Dancin’ they were a righteous example 
to us all, apart from the one who was 
convicted of child sex offences, and the 

other one convicted of possessing child 
pornography. Apart from that, though, 
they - and their sometime manager 
Jonathan King - are fine by me.

And another thing... 
 
Christopher Cross sang “If you get 
caught between the moon and New 
York City, the best that you can do is 
fall in love.” What kind of advice is 
that? 
 
If you do get caught between the moon 
and New York City, chances are you’ll 
be in the middle of outer space...so 
the best you can do is hope the blood 
boils in your veins before your brain 
explodes.   
 
In those circumstances, ‘falling in love’ 
is both A) unhelpful and B) extremely 
unlikely to happen anyway. 
 
Do your homework, Cross! I expect 
a revised version of the lyrics on the 
‘Arthur Special Edition’ DVD...
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Q: I’m considering studying an Open 
University course on either ‘Planetary 
Relationships with Greek Mythology’ 
or ‘Plumbing’ but can’t decide. Can 
you help?
Rupert.T.Bear, Belfast   

A: That’s a simple one, Rupert, and 
here’s why.                                           
           
Uranus had a lovely Mrs who decided, 
as there wasn’t any marriage guidance 
classes in them days, she’d ask one of 
her sons, Cronus (Saturn), to cut his 
dad’s balls off. Cronus did it without 
any questions. No “Won’t Dad mind?”  
or “Will he still be proud of me?”, 
oh no. He threw his b*ll*cks over his 
shoulder and into the sea, a bit like 
we throw salt over our shoulders, and 
lo and behold Aphrodite rose from the 
sea. That means Aphrodite was made 
from a knob and pair of balls. They say 
you’re a product of your upbringing, 
and when Cronus had his own Mrs he 
was so terrified his kids would kill him 
that he ate them all at birth. Obviously 
his Mrs got the hump and gave him the 
silent treatment, refused to get him 
fags from the shop, that sort of thing. 
When she was having their next child 
(Zeus) she tricked him into eating a 
rock instead of Zeus. A ROCK. I mean, 
it’s fair to say he was a bad father 
but what drugs was he on? “Oh what a 
lovely little baby, he looks just like…….
A ROCK.” “Doctor I don’t seem to able 
to do a no.2.” “That’s cos you’ve got a 
ROCK sticking out of your arse.”

I dare to ask Jon
You might as well sit in a darkened 
room rubbing bat droppings in your 
eyes. I’d stick to using flooding to 
blackmail people if I were you.

Q: Am I the only person in the 
universe who thinks Dr Who is crap?
Sean, Winchester

A: The trouble is with society, Sean, 
and how that’s changed since the 
60’s when it first graced our screens. 
Dr Who’s always been crap but we 
enjoyed crap in them days. Baddies 
come and baddies go. When I was a 
nipper there were one or two hideous 
characters who made me hide behind 
the sofa, but once my mum stopped 
inviting her mates round I was able to 
watch it in peace. The Daleks were 
groundbreaking, as back then, outside 
of pantomimes it was the only acting 
work a non-claustrophobic dwarf with 
a tracheotomy could get. Nowadays, if 
the Doctor left the Tardis for more than 
10 minutes some pikies would have it 
away to a scrap yard before you could 
say “The price of steel”. He’d have to 
rely on public transport then and that 
would be crap.

Q: Is there something wrong with me?
Dale, Brighton

A: A question I’ve asked myself many 
a time. It all hangs on how you define 
wrong.     
                      continued next page.... 
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Have you ever wrapped your little fella
in liver, knelt down and sandwiched it 
between the toilet seat and pan for a 
private pumping session in someone 
else’s house?

Do you keep samples of your own farts 
in labelled empty coffee jars, marked 
‘good week’ or ‘bad week’ and give 
them to your family as presents?

Have you ever head butted a trick or 
treater?

Do you ever wonder if you could get 
away with doing a poo in the handbag 
of the old lady playing bingo next to 
you, or superglueing a traffic warden’s 
face to the bonnet of a hearse?

You see, what’s wrong for some people 
is very right for others. There aren’t 
enough individuals in the world. Learn 
to love yourself and others will follow, 
or report you to the police. Spin the 
wheel.

Q: What’s the easiest job in the 
world? I need a change.
Mathew,Romsey 

A: A critic. Chris Hampton, a famous 
British playwright, once said: “Asking 
a working writer what he thinks about 
critics is like asking a lamp post what 
he thinks about dogs.” You never hear 
a child say: “When I grow up I want to 
be a critic.” How hard can it be? What’s 
the working week like? 
MON –  CLIENT: “How was the film?”
 CRITIC: “Rubbish, that’s 300   
 notes, ta.”
TUE -  CLIENT: “Did you like my book?”
 CRITIC: “It’s alright, that’s 300   
 notes, ta.”

WED -  CLIENT: “Enjoy your meal?”
 CRITIC: “Had better, that’s 300   
 notes, ta.”
THU - CLIENT: “Like my album?”
 CRITIC: “Bit weird, that’s 300   
 notes, ta.”

Bit weird, bit f***ing weird? I’ve spent 
six years of my life eating, sleeping 
and bleeding from the soul with twelve 
other people in a damp basement in 
Moss Side, eating sugar puffs with 
cocktail sticks, and IT’S A BIT F***ING 
WEIRD?  Ladies and gentleman of the 
jury, I rest my case.

Q: Would you describe yourself as a 
have-a-go hero?
Jonathan, Southampton

A: I’d like to think I’m a front of the 
queue sort of person. I don’t think 
there’s anything heroic about battering 
people whose parents shouldn’t have 
been allowed to breed. I like to think 
it’s doing a public service, much like 
a civil servant, only for less money. 
My car’s been broken into a few times 
and lucky for me I’ve caught five of 
them so far. Sometimes violence isn’t 
as effective as mental torture. I keep a 
roll of gaffa tape, a permanent marker 
and some lipstick by the front door. 
First, I strip them naked and gaffa-tape 
them to a lamppost. I then write ‘I steal 
car radios to support my crack habit’ 
over their foreheads and buttocks, 
apply lippy and lick their faces very 
very aggressively until they start crying. 
At that point I laugh hysterically whilst 
doing a chicken dance in front of 
them  - the tears really flow then. I’ve 
thought about branding them like cattle 
but I think that might contravene their 
human rights or something.        
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by Joe Crosby

Illustration by Johnny Toaster

The news blared out through the 
speakers. We both heard it clearly: 
safety campaigners were busy at work, 
lobbying officials and decision makers 
in an effort to prevent people from 
smoking whilst driving. 

“You’d better take this,” croaked 
Coney, handing me the joint before 
resting both his hands back on the 
steering wheel and releasing a good 
lungful of smoke out of the window.  

“You’re absolutely right,” I said. “Those 
do-gooding, puritanical bastards would 
nail your nuts to a table if they caught 
you. They keep telling us: ‘you can’t 
do this’ and ‘you can’t do that’. Pretty 
soon they’ll be campaigning to stop us 
from getting out of bed because of the 
dangers. That is the logical conclusion 
of their activism. Don’t do anything. 
Live by not living, that should be their 
motto.”

Coney said nothing and continued 
staring at the road ahead. 

“And… who are these f***ers to say that 
you and I, Coney, are incapable? You 
know, since the ban I still see people 
talking on their mobile phones when 
they’re driving. You know what, I’ve 
never once seen any of them crash. 
Yet they are demonised, and for what? 
Having the ability to drive and talk at 
the same time? Punish the f***ers who 

It’s the simple things 

crash without any valid excuse, it is 
them we should be targeting. What’s 
the f***ing agenda with these safety 
campaigners? Are they afraid of death? 
Afraid of life? Imagine being stuck at 
a party with these f***ers.” My eyes 
widened at the horror of this thought. 

“The Lighthouse Family or Same 
Difference are about as wild as their 
taste in music would get,” I spat. “Not 
that you’d ever be able to hear the 
music, because they’d have it turned 
down to a sensible f***ing level, low so 
it wouldn’t damage any ears, you know, 
where you’d have to be a f***ing cat or 
dog to it.”

We were driving through sub-zero 
conditions on our way to Eastleigh 
Football Club. I was heading there to 
write about that evening’s Conference 
Youth League Cup match between 
Eastleigh and AFC Wimbledon. Coney 
was giving me a lift to the ground and 
I was going to make my own way back. 
My plan was to smoke a few of Coney’s 
joints on the journey, down a couple of 
beers in the club’s bar, and then, once 
the game was over, catch a bus outside 
the ground that would take me back 
home. 

5am that morning and around 800 
police officers had swarmed into more 
than 50 properties across Southampton, 
arresting at least 25 people, or so the 
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reports said. It was the latest phase 
in Operation Phoenix, the largest ever 
pre-planned drugs and stolen goods 
operation to take place in Hampshire.  
I wasn’t sure if Coney, who’d snorted 
two massive lines of coke before 
making this journey, was aware of this 
or not.

“Listen,” I said, hungrily sucking on the 
joint like a calf sucks at its mother’s 
milk-giving tit, “the only hope for us 
now is for you to turn yourself over to 
the police.”

For added effect I put on my most 
serious voice. “You need to walk 
straight into the station and tell the 
first officer you see about the safety 
campaigners and the vicious gang of 
brown shirts and leg breakers they’ve 
set on you. When you do this, and I 
advise you do this right after dropping 
me off, tell them that you are a 
mythical, sacred bird, resurrected from 
Phoenician culture, who has arrived 
from another dimension through some 
kind of portal to help them in their 
work. A Phoenix, that’s it, that’s what 
you have to pretend to be, and to back 
this statement up I recommend you 
start scratching around the station 
like a chicken. You could squawk if you 
want. Can you squawk? It’s not crucial, 
but it would definitely help your case 
and impress people if you could.”

Coney’s eyes narrowed and I could see 
he did not understand what I was trying 
to tell him. Just 22 or 23 and already 
he was addicted to the white powder 
and the money attached to it. We’d 
only just met a half hour ago, at a 
mutual friend’s house, when he offered 
to give me a lift, and now I could see 

my humour was being lost on him. He 
didn’t understand that I was joking. 
Was it the drugs he’d consumed, or did 
he just not get I was putting him on? 
Was he stupid, or was he made stupid? 
Nevertheless, I persisted on my bent 
course of action. To have stopped would 
only have confirmed in his mind that I 
was weird.  

“Trust me,” I said, turning in my seat 
to look at Coney, to make him realise 
I was deadly serious even though what 
I was saying was nonsense, “this is the 
only way you’ll be safe and escape the 
wrath of those safety campaigners. 
It’s a mad world out there and getting 
madder with every passing second, but 
you’ll be much safer with the police,” I 
assured him.

“Yeah, sure. 
Everything is fine,” 
I said vacantly, 
“I’m just being, 
um, being… I’m 
just being vigilant. 
Yes, that’s it. I’m 
being vigilant.”
“What?” He said, his face visibly 
tightening up in. Inside he was probably 
telling himself off for offering me this 
lift, and trying to push the thought 
to the back of his mind that I might 
do Christ knows what next. I could 
tell he was agitated and feeling 
uncomfortable; it was visibly showing, 
but it was too late for me to stop now, 
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especially I was just starting to have 
fun.

“The good news,” I announced, “is that 
they won’t nail your nuts to the table. 
No, safety campaigners are nervous 
bastards. It goes with the territory. So 
they’d be too afraid to lift a hammer, 
and any safety campaigner worth their 
salt can tell you that, but their failings 
with the hammer won’t stop the 
cowards from hiring someone else to do 
their dirty work for them. It’s the law 
of the jungle, see, and the bad news for 
you is that they will hire goons, which 
are invariably of the moronic mindset, 
numbskulls that you can’t reason with 
and who love their work. Sometimes 
I wonder if they’d do it for free, and 
they’re mean f***ers with it too. Trust 
me, I’ve seen those types in action 
before. They’re kinky f***ers. It’s an 
odd scene. They only ever seem happy 
when they’re hearing a person shrieking 
out like a dying animal caught in a trap. 
I think it’s definitely a sexual thing to 
them. And I know that once they have 
started on you, you’ll be begging them 
to nail your nuts to the table. That 
would be a relief. Having your nuts 
nailed to the table is nothing compared 
to what those twisted f***s will really 
do. Whatever you’re imagining it is 
they’d do, I can tell you that it will be 
ten times more gross and obscene in 
reality. You must understand. These 
are terrible people who are after you. 
We are not dealing with ordinary folk 
here.”

Coney drove on in silence. He didn’t say 
a word, but then he didn’t have to. He 
might have thought he was being cool, 
but his face betrayed the fact he was 
unsettled. He still did not understand 

that I was pulling his chain. He was 
genuinely scared, not by what I was 
saying, but because I was saying it. He 
was thinking I was insane, or maybe 
that he was insane, so I couldn’t resist 
continuing the act. 

Without saying anything, I started 
jerking my head around, checking the 
mirrors, in the back seat, down by our 
feet and out of every window, as if 
searching for a hidden enemy. Then I 
would stop for about thirty seconds and 
begin the theatrical routine over again.

“Is everything alright?” he eventually 
asked.

“Yeah, sure. Everything is fine,” I said 
vacantly, “I’m just being, um, being… 
I’m just being vigilant. Yes, that’s it. 
I’m being vigilant.”

“Right?” said Coney, drawing it out in 
that awful tone people do to indicate 
their suspicion. 

“Yes,” I said with utmost sincerity, 
“you can’t be too careful, can you?” 
and I began casting my eyes around 
again, looking for bad people. Coney’s 
response was to hit the accelerator. 

“That’s right,” I said. “We’ll out run 
them.” With stoned nimbleness, I 
removed another joint out of Coney’s 
glasses case and lit it. He did not 
object. 

I looked around, once more searching 
for bad people, and when satisfied it 
was safe inside and outside the car, I 
started to talk in hushed tones, “You’re 
one of them, aren’t you?”
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Coney shook his head and couldn’t help 
saying, “You’re f***ing barmy, mate.” 
I was really beginning to piss him off 
and I swear he contemplated hitting me 
right then, which nearly made me burst 
out laughing, but I held it together long 
enough to continue the charade. 

“Maybe be so, but they’re everywhere. 
Just today Jacqui Smith was saying 
that there might be 10,000 immigrants 
working illegally in the security trade. 
10,000! That’s an army awaiting its 
command. Shit, that amount could take 
a city. Terrible people, the immigrants. 
They make those goons we were talking 
about just now seem like members 
of the Women’s Institute. Everything 
that is wrong and has ever been wrong 
you can blame on the immigrants. If 
your teeth fall out – that’s the fault of 
the immigrants. It’s them what did it. 
They’re responsible for everything that 
is wrong. We need to be alert. We must 
be alert. They need to be stopped. How 
do I know you’re not one?”

“You think I’m an immigrant?” Coney 
laughed. 

“Weeeeeeeell,” I said, sheepishly,       
“I must admit that you look English and 
talk with a Cornish accent, but then 
that’s exactly how an illegal immigrant 
would look and dress. It’s a disguise. 
Do you think immigrants come here and 
stand out like sore thumbs? Hell no. 
They blend in by being just like the rest 
of us. You make me sick coming here, 
being normal, working and contributing 
to our economy. The only way to find 
out if you’re an immigrant or not is to 

torture you, and I suggest we do this by 
submerging you in a tank of water for 
ten minutes. If you die, you are not an 
immigrant.”

“And if I survive?” he asked.

“We burn you.”

“How do I know you’re not an illegal 
immigrant?” Coney asked, smiling, at 
last seeing through my performance and 
realising that I’d been messing about all 
along.

“How do I know 
you’re not an 
illegal immigrant?” 
Coney asked 
smiling, at last 
seeing through 
my performance 
and realising that 
I’d been messing 
about all along.
“Good question, but my DNA will tell 
you that I am of proud Roman stock. 
I’m not a blue-faced woad-picking 
savage like you. My people conquered 
your people a long time ago and this is 
where we settled, bringing with us our 
culture and education for your benefit. 
This is my land. You are my servant, 
and look, we’ve only known each other 
for about an hour and already you’re 
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driving me. It’s spooky how these things 
quickly work and how the natural order 
is always established.”

“To hell with it; if they want to set 
goons on me then let them. Give me 
that joint.”

“Gladly,” I said, handing it over. Coney 
was much more relaxed now and 
laughing to himself about our bizarre 
conversation.

“You’re not all there, are you?” he 
said, still smiling, which I interpreted 
as a compliment and as his way of 
saying he liked me. I’d never met a 
gangster before, and I never think of 
them as existing in the same places as 
me, only as characters in books or on 
the silver screen. I’ve stumbled into 
plenty of wannabe gangsters, people 
trying to live up to the image of Pacino 
or De Niro, or those who think they 
are from The Hood, but Coney, even 
at his tender age, is the real deal. It is 
what he does every day. Twenty-four 

hours a day he is operating outside the 
law. His is a violent occupation, and 
in retrospect I perhaps shouldn’t have 
antagonised him so; he’s probably hurt 
people for much less, but what the hell.

“What are you writing?” Coney asked. 
“You’ve been scribbling away for almost 
the entire journey.”

“This,” I said holding up my notepad.  
“I do it because it’s fun. I do it because 
who knows when the heavy wisdom will 
come raining down. For all I know, the 
very next thing to come out of your 
mouth might be profound and have  
life-changing consequences for us all.”

Coney was again amused by my 
comments, “People don’t want to see 
words, they want to see images and 
hear sounds and people speaking.”

I closed my notepad, keeping my page 
with the pen. “Have you ever read a 
book?” I asked.
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